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the armies were converging for the war of Italian indepen-
dence, and Gladstone's sympathies were deeply engaged upon
the side of Italy. (Had he not dined with Cavour on his
way home from Corfu ?) One party must seem less dis-
tasteful now, since the Tory prejudice for Austria was
palpably wrong-headed, while Palmerston with all his faults
took a right view of Italy. Searching his motives, Glad-
stone discovered " real and close harmony of sentiment"
with Palmerston and Russell; and, as he wrote, " the over-
whelming interest and weight of the Italian question, and of
our foreign policy in connection with it, joined to my entire
mistrust of the former Government in relation to it," made
him a Liberal at forty-nine.

Not that he was a Palmerstonian. For the strange record
of their partnership was an uncomfortable story, of which a
rueful private secretary wrote that" it was a constant source
of sorrow to me, and a perpetual cause of mystery, to note
how they misunderstood one another, and how evidently
each mistrusted the other, though perfectly cordial and most
friendly in their mutual intercourse." They fought with
vigour upon Reform and armaments; Lord Palmerston's
insatiable appetite for iron ships and coast defences was a
constant source of anguish to his Chancellor; and the
Cabinets on departmental Estimates were an annually recur-
ring battlefield piled high with slaughtered memoranda. It
sometimes seemed to the Prime Minister that his formidable
recruit from Toryism was more than half a Radical; and
the old man was heard to mutter that " Gladstone will soon
have it all his own way; and whenever he gets my place,
we shall have strange doings."

But the Queen was quite untouched by these misgivings.
Gladstone was still, for her, an eminently sympathetic figure,
a welcome reminder of " our valuable Peel," a sober epitome
of all that was most high-minded in public life. She had
outgrown her early weakness for experienced and slightly
raffish old gentlemen; Disraeli had not yet implanted a
taste for the baroque ; and Mr. Gladstone, with his judicious